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All the world knows that Lady Lytton Bulwer has published a novel, 
entitled, ‘ Cheveley, or the Man of Honour ;’ and nearly all, or a greater 
portion of the community, are likewise aware that in it are painted cha- 
racters of real life interspersed with fiction, and that Lord de Clifford bears 
a strong resemblance to Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer the monster man. 
That Lady Bulwer has received many striking proofs of her hushand’s 
affection and innumerable little pretty annoyances will neither be refuted 
nor denied ; and the woman who has been treated by the man she once 
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loved so dastardly and cowardly, cannot be blamed 
if she punishes the ‘ gifted boy’ with her own in- 
tellectual powers, and that she has given him a 
regular knock down blow, all who have read the 
novel must readily grant, and we glory to find 
that a man whose disposition is so contrary to the 
virtue he sometimes so eloquently paints, has been 
paid with his own coin, and with his own weapon 
—the pen. A woman has not that power to re- 
tort upon the husband, as the husband has upon 
the wife, and the man who can wrongfully act with 
a vindictive and disheartened spirit towards .the 
lady who ever did all in her power to render his 
home a temple of happiness, and to abdicate the 
serpent which stung and still stings his heart, 
must be indeed a wretch wholly obnoxious and 
unfit for the society of women and the world. 
There are many who probably will think that no 
man, who has received the education of Sir Edward, 
could be in possession of a heart so callous and 
degrading to himself, and altogether so unworthy 
the popdertul endowments God has been pleased 
to bestow upon him. But let not our readers be 
deceived. Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer is vastly 
vain of his great powers, that is venial in the eyes 
of God and man ; and he is not only vain but of- 
fensive, and in his nature brutish. Henceforth 
‘ Sir Edward Brutus,’ be his name. No man should 
be vain of a gift bestowed by an omnipotent power, 
and seek to trample under foot with impunity what 
the Honourable Bart. terms the scum of the earth. 
A man possessed of a good heart, and whose mind 
is well timed is infinitely superior to the brute, 
however great his intellects may be, and it is only 
surprising that a being like Sir Edward, crowned 
with so much renown, should stoop to act the part 
of a drunkard, « ruffian, and a madman. 

The half-a-crown retort upon Lady Bulwer’s 
novel, called, ‘Lady Cheveley, or the Woman of 
Honour,’ and the mean and paltry abuse upon 
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the grammatical portion of her work shews at once the poverty 
of the intellect, and the feelings which dictated the anonymous 
scribbler who penned so degrading and unworthy a pam- 
phlet. The anonymous writer says it was written impartially 
and without prejudice. ‘It is a base and wicked lie,’ there 
is prejudice and partiality in favour of the ‘ gifted one’ de- 
icted in every line, and the very address unmasks the villany. 
Ve should like to know the author of the twopenny trash ? 
Wherefore, if unprejudiced, art thou anonymous? Is it be- 
cause you are afraid of the execrations of the public? Is it 
because you are ashamed of your own base conduct, or is it 
because you would not have Sir Edward know to whom he 
is indebted for so much kindness? We pause for a reply. 
Verily you are a strange man Mr. Anonymous, and if we learn 
who you are, Figaro will have a new stone to grind his razor 
upon, and a new strop to set it, which we warrant shail cut 
deep into your hypocrisy, so that the eyes of the public may 
gaze and be gratified at beholding a very Iago unmasked. 
THE DERBY. 


There is a dispute whether Bloomsbury, who won the race, 
shall be the winner or not ; and those who expected to pocket 
thousands by the event are down upon their luck, and it is 
doubtful about their getting a guinea. Nay, they may be 
even called upon to pay their bets. Blooms! ury was an out- 


sider, the favourites lost, the knowing one’s were taken in, | 


and now a doubt is started upon the subject—we do not mean 
to say that there is anything foul about the transaction, though 
we never expect fair play as connected with horse-racing. 
Now horse-racing is a species of gambling, itranks as A No. | 
at Crockford’s, and is rank in itself. Well, gambling is all 
fair, because all parties make up their mind to win, and they 
care not by what means, though some but too soon discover 
that they are losers. But then the game is fair, because 
men of title, officers, M.P’s., &c. play at it, and they are all 
honourable men. Now and then, indeed, a black sheep may 
be found among the flock, but he pays a visit to some one of 
his country houses, gets white-washed, and is again admitted 
a member of the honourable society. But the Derby—the 
Stewards have declared in favour of Bloomsbury, but a certain 
lord says ‘ No,’ which many of the losers taking advantage of 
(all fair in gambling) back up the lord, and declare that the 
winners are the losers, and the losers thereby become the 
winners, which logically placed proves that black is white 
aud white no colour at all. The point.is a very knotty one, 
and of course can only be decided by the jockey club, and 
they are honourable men. ‘The late Lord de Roos, and Lord 
K. Rae were not members of it, nor was Minter Hart or 
any Money Moses, and yet they are all honourable men. 
Bill the butcher, Sam the sweep, little shaky Sambo Sutton, 
and the out and out costermonger are all at sixes and sevens, 
and Bob the nightman has bet Pat Murphy, the baked tatre 
merchant of Paddington, 100 to one that its a dead do. 
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THE CHILDREN’S FRIEND SOCIETY. 

This Society has had a meeting, and though there is not the 
least question that most of its supporters have been and.are 
actuated by the best and most charitable of motives (particularly 
the late amiable and lamented Captain Brenton) there is not a 
doubt that serious wrongs have been committed. The slipping 
away of the Lord Mayor was commented upon as a matter of 
regret, but in our opinion the absence of this officer only shews 
what infernal fools all Lord Mayor’s are, for they will patronize 
any thing, without knowing what the deuce its all about, and 
when a fault has been discerned, they make a grand virtue of 
withdrawing their countenance. If the Lord Mayors had looked 
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into the matter before they consented to patronize, much mischi & 
might have been avoided ; but the truth is, these fellows would 
do any thing for the sake of being lauded, and we verily be- 
lieve, that any one of them would go and sit with his whole 
family for twelve hours in Richardson’s show, if the proprietors 
would allow them, and announce the whole days entertainment 
under his lordship’s ‘ immediate patronage.’ 

But to return to the children’s friends. One of their grand 
points is, that the children al ways ‘ give their consenv’ to go out 
of the country. Why! good gracious, does not every one with 
ene particle of pinafore and bread and butter experience, know 
that if you ask a child to go to Jericho, he will say ‘ yes’ and in 
an instant, and that there is no place so remote but an urchin 
would jump at the opportunity of being sent or taken there— 
a child’s consent is about as steady an affair, as the consent of a 
weathercock, to point which way the wind blows, and it is 
equally liable to be turned in a contrary direction by a blow, or 
a puff from any Other quarter. ‘ Would you like to see the cape, 
my little dear, is sure to be responded to with * yes if you 
please sir,’ and this called the consent of the child, nay, even a 
wish to go to the Cape of Good Hope, though nine ont of ten 
don’t know what the ‘ Cape’ means, and have probably some 
dim associations of a beadle’s coat, or a bottle of white wine, 
rather of its being the name of a foreign country. We regret 
that the meeting of the society has not led to a more satisfactory 
result, than that which has taken place; and in fact, we suspect, 
tbat the ‘infernal pavement’ (ood imitations) will be the best 
rround the society has to rest upon. 

- §§IR ROBERT PELL AND THE LADIES. — 

The Tory leader’s ungallant attempt to affect a clearance of 
all the ladies from the court, has created a strong sensation 
among the fair sex throughout the kingdom, particularly in the 
‘court’ (and a'ley) circles in the neighbourhood of Saint Gifes’s 
The washerwomen (a higbly respectable class) have met in se- 
veral districts, and the house cleaners, at which a washerwo- 
man took the chair, have passed some strong resolutions. The 
washerwomen have passed a resolution, stating their readiness 
‘to wring and hang up’ the whole of the Conservatives, and 
the ladies who go out by the day ‘to chair,’ have declared their 
willingness to stand by the Queen, and shed for her the last 
drop (not in their veins) but in their gin bottles.—This is au 
evidence of the right sort of spirit 
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THE GRAND SUKE OF RUSSIA. 


This exceedingly nice young man is making good use of his 
time in London, by going to see every thing that is worth see- 
ing in this vast metropolis. The prisons have been a peculiar 
object of interest to the young scion of the family of Nick, and 
he has been heard to declare that Newgate affords ample evi- 
dence of our being thorovghly well acquainted with the art oi 
cruelty to culprits. His imperial highness seemed to feel the 
most sincere admiration for the arrangement, his own father 
could not have devised any thing better. The enlightened plan 
of giving a poor devil a stone bench for a bed, rats, mice, and 
spiders for furniture, and a dark damp atmosphere to draw his 
breath in, previous to hanging him, appeared to excite the ar- 
dent approbation of his imperial highness. On looking over 
he House of Correction he enjoyed several hearty laughs at 
he treadmill andits occupants. : 
— & LUCKY BUTCHER. — 


The high respectability of the turf can never be doubted after 
the public announcement that has appeared of a butcher's man, 
in Saint Alban’s Place, having made £25,000 by the Derbys. 
That a butcher knows how, to make the very best of the 
stakes is certain, and we see no reason why a person of this 
class should be debarred from the society of jockeys and black 
legs, any more than a gentleman or nobleman. 
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THE NATIONAL CONVENTION. 


The Convention has began to vagabondize, and being unable 
to create a sensation in Lundon, it bolted the other day (in the 
second r.il road train) to Birmingham. Resignation, defection, 
and protestation, are going on every day; no sooner does a po- 
liceman show his face, than every member who catches a glimpse 
of it is anxious to resign, and a top on the head from a constable’s 
staif, Jowers at once the bump of radicalism, and elevates the 
bump of order to a degree almost incredible. Those who have 
been most clamorous for physical force, those who have cried 
out most lustily for ‘ war to the knife,’ no sooner hear that the 
officers are on the look out, ‘than they bolt like a shot,’ cut 
away ‘like bricks,’ aud ‘ mizzle’ with surprising precipitancy. 
They are however being taken wholesale into custody, and we 
have no doubt that a little decision on the part of the authori- 
ties, will soon render the National Convention some very 
much like 

The baseless fabric of a vision— 
Leaving not a RAP behind. 


THE QUEEN AND SIR ROBERT PEEL, 

The sychophant Peel pretended, in fact he broadly stated 
that the Queen had graciously given him permission to state 
the whole of the circumstancss connected with his late insolent 
and blundering attempt "to forma ministry. ‘The ‘ gracious 
permission’ was couched in the following terms to Lord Mel- 
bourne, and the truth ofthe anecdote (as the papers always say 
when they are about to tell a more than usually blundering 
tale) may be relied on. ‘Tell the man,’ said her Majesty, ‘tell 
the man from me, that he may say whatever he pleases, but 
that if he indulges in any falsehood Lord John Russell will be 
in the house to answer him on my behalf, and I am quite satis- 
fied to place his( I mean the man’s) reputation for veracity in 
competition with that of my own minister.’ 

The man with his customary convenient method of altering 
and adapting circumstances to his own views, contrived to find 
in this message ‘a most gracious permission’ to make the ex- 
planation (?) which he offered in the House of Commons. 


TH TAILORS AND THEIR INVENTIONS. 
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The tailors are very fond of inventing some outlandish article 
of wearing apparel, and in order to cause it to go down with the 
public, the name of some well known personage is given to it. 


Formerly this was the characteristic of boot makers, and the stiff 


leather coftins supplied for the feet were called Wellingtons, 
halt’ boots, were called Bluchers, and Clarence boots were so 
called after a la William the Fourth, who, bless his jolly old 
heart, never in his life wore any thing but high-lows. 

But the tailors have lately taken up the custom of giving the 
names of individuals to articles of their trade, and we now find 
advertised Coadrington coats, Douro Cloaks, as well as Har- 
ringtons. If the Douro cloaks, are cloaks beneath which any 
thing could be concealed, we think Peel’s would have been a 
more appropriate name for them. We understand a West-end 
artist hasinvented a sort of Spencer made of apes skin, which 
is perfectly impenetrable, and to which he intends giving the 
name of a Sibthorpe. 

ROYAL CONFIDENCE. 





When the Queen read Sir Robert Peel’s version of the late 
insult to herself, her Majesty was graciously pleased to deelare 
that ‘she was really astonished to find it so near the truth. 
We may learn trom this how entire would have been the 
Queen’s confidence in the man who nearly succeeded in thrust- 
ing himself upon her as her Prime Minister. 
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ODE TO ABERCROMBIE. 
On his resigning the Speaker’s chair. 


Adieu, great man, ‘so great’ that I declare, 

No one could better fill the Speakerschair. 

Strange contradiction when we Speaker call, 
Because ’tis not his place to speak at all— 
Whose fae a tongue need hardly e’er disclose, 
His chiefest feature being ‘ Ayes and Noes.’ 

(eyes and nose) 

Farewell, thou dost retire, but much [ fear 
That e’en in thy repose upon thine ear 

Will fall the echo of the ‘ Order,’ ‘ Hear.’ 

If in thy solitude there ever reaches 

Thy thought, the memory of by-gone speeches. 
If Sibthorpe’s mouthings, Peel’s deceitful whine 
Should with thy private musings still combine, 
When to the house you choose to say good bye, 
Then in that sense ‘ ’twere happiness to die.’ 


THE MELBOURNE TURN OUT. 

John Bull is a fool—the country is a blockhead—the nation 
is a downright ass—and the community is more easily hum- 
bugged than a stupid young lady fresh from bread and butter 
and a boarding school. Everybody just now is cock a whoop 
about the return of the Melbourne administration to power, 
everybody seeming to forget that everybody not one month 
age was earnestly wishing for the downfal of that very minis- 
try, crying out that it would do no good, that it had been 
tried long enough or much too long, and in short that no good 
would arise until the nation had got rid of it. We would beg 
most respectfully to ask, how is this ministry improved by the 
bare act of going out for four days and coming in again. [f 
we were to expect nothing liberal from it when its fear of being 
supplanted by the tories might have induced it to court liberal 
support, what are we to expect from it now that it knows 
there is no chance of a conservative government. It is only 
wheu the whigss have been in dread of the tories that the 
whigs have done any good at all for the people, but that 
dread is at an end, the Queen will not have the tories, and so 
the people must have the whigs, and the whigs know this ; 
and yet the people are rejoicing at the restoration of the Mel- 
bourne administration, who (like the costermonger’s donkey 
when its master had threatened to buy a pony but could not 
meet with one,) are now more impudent than eyer; for we 
threatened to take the tories into favour, but the ministers 
know now that this threat cannot be put into execution, and 
so we have no longer any check upon them. 

Who after reading this will deny the proposition with which 
we started, that ‘ John Bull is a fool—the country is a block- 
head—the nation is a downright ass—and the community is 
more easily humbugged than a stupid young lady fresh from 
bread and butter and a boarding school’ The very pike staff 
held by the very beef eater at the very gate of the very Tower 
is not more plain than the truth of that which we have written. 
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BROUGHIIAM’S LETTER, 

Brougham begins his castigating letter to Russell with the 
words ‘ Dear John Russell ;’ the Ex-Chancellor is a regular 
Mr. Candour in inexpressibles, he concludes by saying with an 
affectation of jocoseness, ‘I am venal—I am to be bought.’ 
There is many a true word said in a jest, Master Brougham, 
though almost any party would rather see you knocked down 
than bid for you. 
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THEATRICALS. and which the management ‘say’ will be seen, and reflect credit 
on the establishment on Monday, the 3rd of June. It was bad 
taste in Fox Cooper, (another of the lessees, there are enly 
three,) addressing the audience, and telling them that there 
* were ’ faults, though they couldn’t find them out. We hope it 
may answer the purpose of the lessees, and that the erudite 
neighbourhood of Paddington, will by the encouragement of 
the drama, prove that the school-master has not been abroad 


in vain. 





HAayMARKET.—Every thing continues to go on well, the 
pieces are successful, and the houses crowded every night. 
The management spares neither exertion or the main spring of 
everything—money—to present the public with novelty of the 
best description, while the company is not only numerous, but 
of first rate talent. The ‘Happy Man’ was most successful, 
O. Smith, the emperor of devils and burlesque, was exceedingly 
humourous. Nor Strickland less happy, while Power was out- 
rageously funny. ‘ King O’Niel ’ continues to be attractive, how 
could it be it be otherwise, when Cooper, Walter Lacy, Strict- 
land, Perkins, Power, Mrs. W. Clifford, Miss Taylor and Mor- 
daunt are in it. Power takes his benefit on Monday. We are 
happy that Mr. C. Kean is engaged; we were fearful that he 
would not have paid a visit to the Metropolis before his trip to 
America. 

STRAND.—A new version of ‘ Nicholas Nickleby,’ has been 

produced, and notwithstanding the many times it has in some 
shape or other appeared before the public ; it contained beauties 
not before exhibited, the which were highly pleasing and con- 
siderable praise is due to the author of his skill in putting it 
together, whether the termination is correct or not, time only 
will prove, though the conclusions come to by the various 
dramatic writers may indeed puzzle the concoctor of the work 
itself, the wonderful Boz. Hammond made an excellent York-| Sr. James’.—Has since the accession of the legitimate and the 
shireman, and pourtrayed the peculiarities of the warm-hearted | secession of the illegitimate, been well attended indeed. 
excentric countryman to the very life. J. ee was the very pink | Hooper has done his best to give satisfaction, and we have no 
of Maceroni’s, and therefore made a good Matiline, as did Mrs. | doubt the experience of the present season will enable him, on 
Selby his spouse. Ray, who made his first appearance, looked | the next one, to realise something considerable. We know few 
and acted the iron-hearted Ralp Nickleby to perfection, nothing | men who would have kept the theatre open, and acted with the 
short of Cullingford, of the Adelphi, 2nd that is saying much.| integrity he has done, under many losses and difficulties. 
Mr. Lee Morton was extremely good , and every other charaeter 
was equally well played. The piece itself is nicely got up, and 
will no doubt become a favourite. The ‘ Fairy Lake,’ still en- 
chants all beholders, and with the sweet warbling of Mrs. 
Waylett, continues to please and attract a good house nightly. 

Tue Queens.—This Theatre has been well attended during 
the week, it sharing with others public patronage. The 
‘Cook Sylph,’ is a laughable burlesque, full of life, points and 
effects, and Wild, is extravagantly funny, but extremely pleasing. 

Otympic.—As the season draws to a conclusion, the state of 

affairs improve and the public appear resolved to make hay 
while the sun shines, and enjoy the entertainments of this theatre 
while vet they may.’ ‘Meet me by Moonlight,’ (and _who 
wouldn’t meet the Olympic ‘ Fairies ’ by that, or any other light ) 
‘The Dream of the Future,’ ‘ Dr. Dilworth,’ &c. are pieces now 
in favour. Madame Vestris. It is true that Madame has be- 
come the lessee of the Covent Garden. Mr. Bentley will be stage- 
manager, and Emden, prompter. It is whispered, that comedies 
got up after Madame’s own style, will form part of the arrange- 
ments. We are inclined to think it will answer, for they form 
no inconsiderable part of the beauties of the stage. James Wal- 
lack has been in.town recruiting for his theatre, at New York. 
Mr. and Mrs. Giubilie, are engaged. Young Hutchings and 
Mr. Shaw, (late of the Lyceum,) are also about to pay a Visit to 
America. 

The Kensington Theatre opened on Monday under the ma- 
hagement of Mr. Clinton; the house was not very well attended, 
72. being the amount of the takings!!! 

MaryLesone.—This place opened on Monday under new 
management, with about the best company it could ever boast of ; 
among whom will be found Mr. and Mrs. Gomersal, Mr. and 
Mrs. Tom Manders, Turnour, Hollingsworth, Graham, Miss 
Brooks, the Smidtzs, (dancers,) &c. It has been beautified. 
The pieces selected for the opening were, ‘ The Bride,’ a drama 
in three acts, a Ballet, and ‘ The Spare Bed ;’ all of which, went 
off pretty well, considering. An opening address was spoken by 
a Mr. Gordon, one of the lessees, in which he apologized for the 
non-appecrance of the Glass-curtain, which had been promised, 


SaDLers WELLS, has produced three new pieces for the 
holiday-folks, and they all do credit to the improved system of 
things at this house. The ‘ Fairy Lake,’ is certainly a very 
amusing affair, but there is little of the fairy business in it, and 
plenty of fun. We were astonished at the excellence of Mrs. 
Honner’s dancing with Madame Wiber, who is rapidly advanc- 
ing to a very prominent situation in ballets. Dry, for once, 
gave us Satisfaction; there was a little oil in his throat, and he 
squeaked out ‘ My Pretty Dear,’ with araven’s shrill. Collier 
and Montgomery aided each other in a humourous drunken 
dance, to the infinite mirth of the gods. There is in the orchestre 
here, one of the most splendid drum-players in the univers, and 
we should advise Honner to give him double wages to-secure 
him. In the overture of Fra Dravolo, played previous to the 
Brigand some time back, the performance was astounding. 


GRECIAN SAaLoon.—On Monday last, in consequence of the 
announcements, we visited this very beautiful temple of mirth. 
We were much surprised at the gentleman who superintends the 
free list, behaving so rude in questioning our impudence, in 
visiting, on such a night as Whit Monday. We are sorry for 
this, because, we have always received the most gentlemanly 
conduct at the hands of Mr. Orme, and as we visit for the pur- 
pose of upholding and assisting the various parties interested or 
comdemning fairly their claims on the public. If we had not 
called in on that evening, we should not have been in a position 
to bear our testimony to the very liberal arragements of the 
season, both in the Saloon and gardens, and in paying Mr. 
Rouse the just tribute he deserves at our hands and from the 
public, we were only doing our duty. A new Ballet was very 
much applauded, and we were particularly pleased with the 
music which is composed by Mr. Harrowway. This gentleman 
must be careful, and not because we speak well of him, think he 
is at the top of the tree. He possesses great talent, and by care- 
fully pursuing the steps he is now following, we may ere long 
see his cognomen inserted in four line Egyptain in the bill of 
Drury Lane. The New House or Hotel and Coffee Rooms is 
another specimen of Mr. Rouse'’s spirited speculative mind. We 
were favoured with a view from the cellars to the attic, and we 
never, on any occasion, witnessed a more perfect arrangement 
for every purpose. It is, as a building, a very elegant elevation, 
and will be a memento of the House of Rouse for some years to 


come. 


Tue Late Carnivat Batt at Drury LANE.—One of the 
ereatest attractions at the Carnival, on Wednesday night last, 
was a gentleman who wore a ‘ Prime Minister,’ it was manufac- 
tured by Messrs. Smith and Co. Hatters, No. 193, Strand, (two 
doors from the Crown and Anchor Tavern) His Royal High- 
ness laughed immoderately as the ‘ Prime Minister’ passed by 
the box engaged by him and his suite; Hats may be obtained 
at the above establishment of the first-rate quality, and at the 
jov, est possible price, remember the No. 193. : 






KIGARO IN LONDON. 


Bara Garpens, Manor House, CurttseA—Someyears back 
we should have felt it as much disgrace to have mentioned in 
our journal establishments of this kind, as we now should of no- 
‘ticing the Queen’s Head, in St. Giles’s: but they have taken so 
very different a position by their extent, the entertainments jro- 
vided, and their respectability, that we may rank them with the 
most respectable establishments of the day. This isone more 
step to the destruction of theatres, for who will much longer call 
it enjoyment to be pent up for four or five hours in a theatre, 
when an evening may be passed at so respectable an establish- 
ment as this, at a moderate cost, and with much greater faci- 
lities of recreation. Mr. Smith, the proprietor, deserves well 
of the locality, and we have no doubt they will support his en- 
terprising spirit with liberal and frequent visits. The distance 
is rather long from our domicile, but we shall not soon forget 
the entertainment we enjoyed, and shall take as early an oppor- 
tunity to look in again as possible. 

THE PLAGUE OF LONDON. 
It was early morning in the plague struck city, when an aged man of pe- 
culiar appearance was seen to wend his way through the most infected por- 
tion of the metropolis, as if pursuing his accustomed avocations. His dress 


consisted of a long gaberdine reaching to his ancles, and immed down the 
front with costly fur; a high cap adorned his head, and his snow white locks 


blended with a long beard of a similar colour; in his hand he bore a staff, 
and a leathern purse or pouch was at his girdle. In his progress down 
Whitechapel, apparently unheeding disease and danger, he entered many a 
house were the dead and dying were mingled in the strange and horrible 
confusion. The object of his visit appeared to be on all occasions toZsooth 
and to relieve; and many a blessing came from the palid lip uf starving 
misery, as the Jew Mezrack entered and left the abode of wretchedness. 

He now passed down an obscure street, and knocked gently at the door 
of a large and apparently deserted mansion, and at length was admitted by 
a inan of superior appearance. ‘I have come te see you Wilmot,’ said 
Mazrack, if it will not be intruding.’ 

Wilmot felt the generous humility, and the kind consideration that spoke 
n the tone, Jooks, and words of his aged visitor; offering his arm to the old 
man, they walked some paces before he spoke. 

‘If you have any thing to say to me of a private nature’ said the latter, it 
must be here, for there are people in my room ‘that I cannot send away.’ 

‘Well, then I must go in and rest first,’ said Mezrack, ‘ for this has been 
a long walk for my years, and I feel it.’ 

A smile curled Wilmot’s lip, as he perceived how much more penurious of 
his money than of his strength Mezrack was, but it would have relinquished 
some of its contempt, could he have known that the money Mezrack devoted 
to unostentatious charity, would have furnished for him a gilded chariot ; 
richer than extravagence ever adopted, or ingratitude ever drove, and that 
Mezrack trod that path few chariots ever trace, 

As Wilmot reached his own room door, he was accosted by a person who 
put a note into his hand. ‘The Jew finding his attention engrossed, laid his 
hand on the lock, saying 

‘I shall go in.’ 

‘Do,’ cried Wilmot, ‘I will join you presently.’ 

With this permission Mezrack softiv opened the door and entered the 
room. The back of a woman was towards him, and from the coloured hands 
kerchief that ha!itually bound her head, he readily judged she was a foreign 
woman, and from the rich shawl she gracefully wore, he concluded her that 
not to be a poor, or at least a very economical one. 

Shaking his head, Mezrack advanced into the middle of the room, pre- 
pared to scrutinize rather than to greet the suspicious lady, who was no 
sooner sensible of his presence than she arose, and left the arm chair in 
which she had been seated. She saw at first nothing more than he was an 
aged man of her own people; but this was enough to awaken feelings of 
respect and attention. 

He had walked to the window, perhaps to combat the emotion that had 
seized him, for when we come with a good purpose we are not easily recon- 
eiled to that which appears to thwart it. 

‘Foolish Nazarine,’ he muttered, ‘unstable as water thou shalt not exel,’ 


and companied by the wicked thow shalt not reform.’ 


©God of Jacob,’ exclaimed Hagar, holding the chair from which she had 
risen. At these words Mezrack turned; for many moments there was the 
stillness of death in that chamber, then a movement of rapid steps, and 
Hagar fell voiceless at Mezrack’s feet, which she kissed in the deep humility 
of her prostration. 

With the firm strength of manhood, the grey haired man raised the droop- 
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ing matron, ‘ who now gazed wildly upon him.’ 

‘Thirty years have passed,’ she cried, ‘and still the same ; what bode’s 
your coming, and at this hour ?—fearful has been our meetings, and our 
partings,’ 

‘ Fearful indeed’, he replied, ‘but my doom must be fulfilled.’ 

‘ Hagar,’ cried the old man, after a silence in which each had gazed on the 
other, without speaking, noting the changes time had produced in one at 
least of them, ‘ Hagar,’ he cried anxiously, ‘ what dost thou here ?” 

‘I came to do the work that I have always heard was blessed, but which | 
now know to be truly so, for had I not felt pity for the sick and the stranger, 
I had not this day known a father’s blessing: at this moment the door, after 
a gentle tap, was opened, and the surgeon attending on the patient, Hagar 
was nursing, entered, and in answer to her inquires pronounced favourably 
of him, observing, ‘ That his sleep was profound, and ought on no account 
to be broken.’ 

‘Hagar,’ cried Mezrack, when they were again alone, ‘how has it fared 
with thee in all these years ?’ 

‘I will be brief,’ she replied, ‘ for there is much on which I must not dwell, 
because tis maddening. Oh, if a Christain ruined, a Christian also saved 
me; never was there woman of our nation fairer, gentler, holier, than she 
with whom‘ sought refuge and found it. Blessed may she be and her race!’ 
ejaculated Mezrack, ‘ thrice blessed for thy sake ; but wherefore did my child 
seek her ?’ 

* Wherefore ?’ echoed Hagar, clasping her hands, while every feature was 
convulsed with motion, ‘ because, when the gentile to whom you trusted me, 
had wrought my shame, when he had made me that, which the modest 
daughters of our nation dare not name, he pretended, for he could not be- 
lieve it, that I was unfaithful; he tore from me the fruit of our gentle love, 
and left me to the scorn of the stranger. I fled away —mad and bewildered 
I went forth. Like Hagar, indeed, I lifed up my voice and wept, but not 
like her, had I my child to weep ever, but the same angel that came to her, 
came surely unto me, and as he showed her the well of pure water, he pointed 
to mea place of refuge. There when weary with weeping and faint with 
want, there a Christain woman found me—ministered to me, pitied me, and 
put confidence in me. Oh my father, is it the creed that makes the creature 
worthy of the Creator?’ ‘ Is my son, if he lives, less welcome to the God of 
righteousness, because he found, as he may be, amongst the uncircumcised ?’ 

‘My child,’ cried Mezrack, ‘thou hast thought deeply—and these are deep 
matters, meet for a calmer time. Let us not speak of thin: Tell me of him 
who wrought thy undoing! Does he live ?’ 

‘Yes,’ answered a ghastiy figure, who now stepped from behind the screen, 
where he had been listening to the iatter part of the previous conversation, 
which had grown louder in its earnestness, and had awakened him. ‘ Yes! 
he lives: but with only so much of life as will let him meet your curse and 
die. Iam no whining culprit: of all my sins I repent but one. The wrong 
tI ‘did to you, Hagar Mezrack, of all my crimes I ask him to atone but for 
hat.’ 

He had torn from his bed a sheet, in which he had wrapped himself: his 
tall figure, wasted by famine and disease, looked spectral; his voice, hoarse 
and hollow, had lost every original tone. Mezrack and Hagar sat and gazed 
upon him, as if he was an apparition, and they deemed all that he had uttered 
the ravings of delirium. But, appalling and impressive as his aspect was, 
they had no power to speak or move. In the face, wasted and colourless, 
with sunken yet glaring eyes, and hair that stood on end from the livid fore- 
head, Hagar did not recognise the betrayer, whose graceful aspect had once 
lulled her fears of guilt. Yet it was he that stood before her, the changed and 
fearful thing that guilt, remorse, and wretchedness had made him. 

‘Oldman!’ resumed he: ‘ you look upon me with strange eyes, and:I won- 
der not, for age has dimmed them. But is there no vestige left of what I once 
was to remind Hagar of Fitzaubin. I read in your face,’ he added, after a 
pause, ‘how I am changed—let that change plead forme. Look on me, and 
feel revenged ; blasted, haggard in wretchedness and* despair, behold a 
now curse me if you can and Jet me die. He fell, or rather cast himself on 
the floor, Hagar flew to him, she laid her hand upon his brow, it was cold and 
clammy ; but he had not fainted. At her approach his tyes opened, and their 
wild gaze was fixed upon her. 

‘My child!’ she ejaculated; ‘tell me of my child, and all is forgiv n thee.’ 

‘I sold him,’ he cried, starting partially from the ground, ‘I see you think 
me maad—I am not mad,’ he continued, his voice gliding, or rather labouring, 
through his gnashing teeth. ‘This hand has held the coins that were paid 
or him, and this, this felon-member counted them. I sold him, yes! I solil 
fthe offspring of my body, and your priceless love, I sold him to the childless 
Lady Wilmot.’ Pi 

‘Wilmot!’ repeated Hagar, 

‘Wilmot!’ reiterated Mezrack, as the wretched man. paused for bre 

‘Reginald Wilmot?’ ‘uttered both together, as the ate oe ‘iad he 
the morning light and the midnight darkness alike found me in prayer for 
you, and I hoped that in the allotment of our sorrows, I might be permitted 
to bear your share as well as my own.’ 
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Theagar had touched the right cord, it vibrated to the depths of his spirit. 
His gullenness of pride and selfishness melted beneath the beam of love. 
the breast heaved; his lip quivered; he madea momentary struggle, and 
wen yielded to overwhelming emotion. Hagar hastened to her son, and he 
aNpt upon her bosom ; he received the embrace and blessing of his father ; 
d his grandfather—and to this point the spirits of all sustained them—but 
no longer than the bow that had been so long bent relaxed. eels 
‘Now take me to bed,’ said Fitzaubin, and when they had laid him down, 
he added, ‘ here shall I take my everlasting rest.’ ° , , 
‘Bring out your-dead !’ cried the hoarse voice of the attendant on the 


fearful receptacle of mortality, which appeared to sniff like the vulture its 


foul prey, and in an instant, the body of the once proud Fitzaubin was re- 
signed to the loathsome conveyance of death. 

‘The mourner of a thousand years shall attend him,’ cried Mezrack, ‘away 
from the foul contagion—the wing of the angel of death is passing already 
from the city—fly my children to my residence at Lambeth, you Willmot 
know your way, and the fearful secret shall be revealed to you this night, the 
last that the wanderer will pass on the shores of England, and he left the 
house and followed the death-cart on its course. , ’ 

A spacious pit had been dug in a field, now denominated ‘ White Chapel 
Mount,’ and the moon shed her cold pitiless ray on the corpses thrown into it 
indiscriminately. There might be seen the infant, still clinging to the hvid 
breast of the mother—the boy and the grandsire—the matron and the bloom- 
ing virgin—all thrown together in. a foul and tangled heap. Mezrack gazed 
on the scene of horror, calm and unmoved. 

‘ All have a grave,’ he said,‘ but the wanderer : with what transport could 
[ lay me down amidst the foetid heap, and sleep with them the calm undream- 
ing slumber—but on—on—my course is not yet ended—one last wink still 
binds me te mortality—a vestige of my ancient race yet lives—be it mine to 
insure them wealth—vast wealth—future monarchs shall bow before the 
throne of mammon—I yet can create, and gold shall give supremacy and 
power to the descendants of the lost wauderer of Israel.’ 

It was night—three persons were seated in an ancient chamber of the 
house at Lambeth tenanted by Mezrack, the wealthy Isrealite. -\ massive 
silver lamp shed a dim light over a table on which were placed delicious 
fruits, choice viands and sparkling wine, and revealed the outlines of the 
frame of a large picture, covered with a dark veil. A cabinet stood open, on 
which were piled ingots of gold, and diamonds of immense value. 
entered the room. He stood for a moment mute and motionless, in wonder- 
ing contemplation of the scene before him. In that moment how did the 
eyes of Hagar devour him; as if then only for the first time he had met her 
sight! How did Mezrack fix his gaze upon his new found grandson—the son 
of the child of his soul, his cherished daughter ; and remember how lately he 


was willing to sacrifice that young man, lest his blood should mingle with the 
blood of Mezrack. The blind despiser of his fellow-creature, for difference 
and rank, and race, of clime and creed. Knows he what he does? All are men, 
and which the chosen must be left'to the decision of a more comprehensive 
judgment than was ever yet granted to Jew or Gentile. 

‘ Fitzaubin!’ exclaimed Wilmot, advancing with astonishment, and concern 
pictured in his countenance. 

At the word, which, though a solitary sound, expressing so much; the un- 
happy man started from the floor, and stood erect. In the attitude and action 
of passion there is always majesty, if associated, as in Fitzaubin, with grace. 
Though covered but by a sheet, the Roman, studious even in death of dignity 
and propriety, never presented a more striking image; he looked like ani- 
mated sculpture, cold and colourless, yet with the energy of motion. Wilmot 
felt as if he stood amongst the spell bound, for again there was a dead silence. 
Opposed tothe classical aspect of Fitzaubin, was the excited Hagar ; her dark 
eyes'were flashing, and her cheek inflamed; even on the furrowed face of 
Mezrack there was colour, and in his eyes fire. 

‘Wilmot! cried Fitzaubin, grasping the arm of his unconscious son; ‘he 
that you sent a few days since a famished man—he that you have since suc- 
coured—he that now stands before you, hovering between time and eternity 
—know you who he is?’ 

‘Who?’ asked Wilmot. 

* Your father.’ 

* My father!’ exclaimed Wilmot, after a pause, in which his eyes had visited 
every countenance present, and gathered more than he could comprehend. 
‘Who then was Sir Reginald Wilmot?’ 

‘ Your reputed father, and his wife your reputed mother—there stands your 
real one,’ and his extended hand pointed out the agitated Hagar; ‘ and that 
old man,’ hs added, ‘ is her father, and your grandfather.’ 

‘Wilmot ‘’ exclaimed Mezrack; ‘here is your mother, and my daughter ; 
I endow her with present thousands, and make her heiress of a million; she 
will forbear towards you, because she knows you are the creature of necessity 
—you will respect her and obey her, because you will feel you are the crea- 
ture of dependance.’ 

‘ Wilmot,’ cried Hagar, ‘ cid you know how I have sorrowed for you, you 
would not deny me; though I but gave you birth and blessed you—though 
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‘lost you to meet sorrow and exile, never were you banished from my heart, 

‘ Dost thou remember the time, my child,’ said Mezrack, ‘ when the fierce 
Mazarine drove us from our peaceful home at Frankfort, when the flame con- 
sumed our dwelling and thy sainted mother perished ? 

‘Too well, dear father,’ replied the weeping Hagar, ‘That hour of misery 
and woe has never left my memory; fearful as our parting and strange has 
been our meeting, and long and miserable the years of thy absence.’ 

‘Long years,’ resumed Mezrack, ‘ Little dost thou know of misery or its 
' duration, countries have passed—nations have become extinct, and still en- 
| dures the misery of thy father—look at me, Hagar—last of my name, for 
with thee shall die ; all record of the ancient of other days, and thy son shall 
| establish another race, whose fame shall be widely spread, and felt by future 
| princes and potentates. When led by fate to the nfansion of misery, where 
| thou tended him the destroyer of thy fame; little did I deem to meet thee my 
| long lost one, or that in him whose wants and prodigality my means had fed, 
| I should hereafter recognise my sen; but the dream is accomplished; my 
earthly ties are ended and the Wanderer ‘ must on! Hear me,’ he continued, 
‘for a wilder and more fearful tale will never again meet your ear. It was 
long foretold to me, that the period was approaching, when those earthly ties 
which have hitherto sweetened the bitter fate I have too well deserved, 
should cease; wherever crime has been, or misery desolated, there have | 
been seen. ‘The fearful punishment for guilt and presumption, has been 
endured by the proud capitol of the island Queen, and brighter days dawn 
upon Britain; with them I leave her shores, never again to revisit them ; 
other scenes of desolation call me forth ; thy long suffering has redeemed thee 
from the curse laid upon thy father, and thy posterity shall flourish. Tle 
arose, and motioning Reginald to follow him. he passed from the apartment ; 
he led him through many a Jong and winding passage, and at length stopped 
at a massive door, taking a key from his girdle. he unlocked it, and they 
enterec < smal! turret-chamber. the onlv furniture of which consisted of an 
antique cabinet, a dark table, and a single high backed carved chair; trom 
the ceiling hung an iron lamp, which spread a dim light over the apartment. 
He opened the cabinet, and from a drawer took forth a packet sealed with 
seven seals—‘ Behold !’ he cried, ‘ the secret sought for in vain by the modern 
sage and the philosophers.’ In the chamber we have left, are piled gold and 
jewels; and on the dark sand within this paper you will find means of their 
multiplication ; the treasures of the Egyptian kings were not dug froin 
the barren earth, but revealed to the great Magi in the dreams of science 
a grain of the sand put into a crucible will turn the desert soil or flinty rock 
to pure bright gold. By means of this, the despised race of Israel may com- 
pete with the proud Nazarine. Kings shall bow to thee and thy successors ; 
thou and thine shall hold the broad lands of Europe in pledge; thou shalt 
furnish means to pay fleets and armies, and whilst the gold browed minions 
of the earth sway apparently the destinies of their fellow-men, the race of 
Mezrack, the despised, shail be the real and only lings; there is the key of 
the cabinet,’ said he, placing it in the hand of Reginald, ‘and now to finish 
my story.’ 

They returned to the chamber, where Hagar anxiously awaited them. 

‘Hagar!’ exclaimed Mezrack; ‘ again I tell thee to look on me; ‘tis 
thirty years since we met, and still 1am unchanged in aspect—is it not *so 
my child ?” 

‘It is, indeed,’ replied Hagar. 

He arose and drew the dark veil or curtain that hid the painting, and 
revealed a picture of surpassing beauty. It was a view of a distant Eastern 
city ; the setting sun shed a parting glow upon a troop of pilgrims, who 
were entering the gates—one figure stood apart leaning upon his staff near a 
Cedar tree, and appeared to look with longing eyes upon the city, which he 
dared not enter—the form was Mezrack’s as he then stood; the dress, the 
high cap, the snow white locks and beard all pictured truly, and the city was 
Jerusalem. 

‘ Look,’ he cried ; ‘where truly pictured stands the holy city; the limner 
hand that drew that scene has mouldered in the dust eight hundred years : 
but he, the lost one, whose every lineament is traced with truth upon the 
canvass, was Mezrack the scorner—Mezrack thy father—Mezrack the wan- 
dering Jew! When for my crime accursed, my doom was spoken, one con- 
solation for a time was left me, communion with my kind , Many 
have been the fair daughters and the bright haired sons I have nurtured, but 
all have died childless and alone; thou hast survived my child—my lost one 
—and in thy race my increased punishment begins! cherish the secret of thy 
guilty father, live and be happy, and thy seed shall place their feer upon the 
necks of monarchs,’ 

‘The veil of the picture fell, amidst the soft swell of unseen music, a mist 
arose within the chamber, and for some minutes all was darkness; when it 
cleared away, Mezrack was no where seen, but a deep voice was heard 
without to murmur, blended with the moaning blast, ‘ on, on!’ 

Such is the wild tale of Mezrack the Wanderer, and if, as report says, 
the picture still remains in the possession of the Baron Rothschild, he may 
throw some light upon the after story of 

Tue Mysterious Mezracx! 
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Sight Restored—Nervous Head-Ache Cured, THE ANNALS OF THE AGE, 
OR THE CRIMES OF LONDON. 


NOW. PUBLISHING, (iu weekly numbers, P.‘ce One. Penny,) refer 
In presenting the first pages of anew publication, we are induced to} 9 
to the number already soliciting the attention of the reading community, fewili- 
which can boast the merits of originality, and fewer claim the advantage of utvie 
ty. ‘The Annals of the Age,’ offers the combination of both, as verita ut 
documents derived from sources as extraordinary, as authentic! We preseu: 
| no stale narrative, or twice told tale; but in the form of instructive amuseme 
offer to our readers a collection of ‘facts!’ startling a6 they are! ‘still establish- 


OF HIS LATR 
MAJESTY, 


UNDER THE 
PATRONAGE 


ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE 
DUCHESS 
OF 
KENT 





AND THE LORDS OF HER MAJETY’S TREASURY, ng the axiom that ‘truth is stranger than fiction.’ Qur object ig to point out te 
he inexperienced, the thousand quicksands of the sea of life--and hold on high, 
beacon of waining to the unwary ‘ Wanderer of the modern Babylon ;’ 


W GRIMSTONE most respectfully solicits the attention of the Nobility, 
e Gentry, anid the Public, to make trial of his celebrated invention, pledg- | 
ing himself to the efficacy, and certain relief to the sufferer. The reader will | 
remember some of the greatest events have been accomplished by simple causes. | 
This SNUFF removes disease without irritating those delicate organs by its | 
action on the lachrymal sac or duct, the membrane of which is, indeed a continu 
ation of the pituitary expansion within the nostrils It has received the sanction 
ef the most exalted and scientilic personages of the age. The gigantic balance, 
tle Press! have eulogized this delightful compound of herbs. 
Times.—Recommends the universal adoption of Grimstone’s Eye Snuff.— | 
Editor. Post—We feel pleasure in giving our testimony to the efficacy of Grim- 
stone’s Eye Snuff—Editor. United Service—We know Grimstone’s Eye Snuff 
renovates the optic nerves—Editor. John Bull, Sunday’s and Monday’s editions’ 
Few inventions are so deservedly popular as Grimstone’s Eye Snuff; we have 
witnessed its benign influence in many instances—Editor. Evening Mail—Pre-| 2 
judice is the gall of imagination. One trial of Grimstone’s Eye Snuff will remove | ~ 
ail doubt of its efflcacy.—Editor. 


f=) 


hi, 


1 AN 


Mr W. GRIMSTONE’S Signature with the above Rovat PaTronaGE, 


attached to each canister. Sold in CantsTERs Is. 3d, 2s. 4d., 4s. 4d., 8s, and 
i5s. 6d. each. It may be obtained in all the principal towns and cities. |= 

liberal allowance to Shippers, Owners, Captains, and al! Vendors of GRIM-| — 
STONE’S EYE SNUFF. Foreign and British Snuffs and Cigars of the finesd | ; 
quality. 39, BROAD STREET, BLOOMSBURY. Manufactory BOWL | 

YARD, LONDON. 














A LLINGHAM'S ROTTERDAM CORN AND BUNLON SOLVENT | 7 
which gives relief upon the first application, and speediiy eradicates | WY 
them without pain or inconvenience, as the following proves -— d i i 
Sir,—I have great pleasure in bearing witnessing the victues of your Corn | 


Solvent, by the use of a single bottle of which to the year 1829, | was perfectly | No 31, This Week’s Number, 
eured of two inveterate corns, and enabled to walk with ease, which had not 
been the case for several years ; nor have I experienced the slightest inconve- Father and Sona; or, the Judge andthe Crimintl. 


nience from them since. Yours, &c.J, NICHOLLS | . ; 
14. Cathetine-st. C salerd. J 7, The MidnightDzel: or, theVeiled Picture. 
» Catherine-st. Commerctal-rd. Jan. 20, 1836. | 8, The Apparition ; or, the Murderer’s Doom. 
4 further testimony to its merits, not less strong is offered by the ingenuity 9, The Avenger; or, the Fearful Mask. 
which some unprincip ed persons have exercised to imitate its title and appear- 10, The Third Summons of Lady Hatton: or, the Man in Bla>& 
ance and to substitute for it an article not merely inefficacious but mischievous; 11, The Prodigal of Aldgate ; or, the Fearful Leap. 
it is herefore, necessary to ask for Alilingham’s Rotterdam Corn and Bunion 12, The Plaugue of London; or, the Wandering Jew. 


Solvent. 


. . , : London, James Pattie, Brydges-street,—and all booksellers. 
See that J.A, Sharwood is written on the outside wrapper, as none others 


are genuine, 


Prepared and Sold by J. A. Sharwood, 55, Bishopsgate Without, in bottles | 
Is. 13d, 2s. 9d., and 4s 6d. ; and, byappointment, by Sanger, aud Chandler, | s : ; é ; 
150, Oxford-street; and most medicine venders. | { R. BRANDRETH wished mankind to consider this truth, that health 

—--— . a. ee solely depends on the state of purity in which the blood is kept, every 
@ CROFULA and SCORBUTIC AFFECTIONS.—WRAY'S ALTER- | part of the body being supplied daily with new blood from the food consumed, 
\O ATIVE TONIC POWDERS and PILLS—a certain specific for | consequently, according to the pureness of that blood so must the state of the 
the removal of scrofula, glandular and scorbutie affections, secondary symptoms, eruptions | body be more or less healthy. lo obtain, therefore, the most direct purifier of 
ef theskin, pains inthe bone-, ulcerated sore throat, chronic rheumatisin, local and general | the blood is a question of no little importance to every individua}. It matters not 


debility, loss ofappetite, depression of spirits, and all diseases arising from an impure state of ‘ ; dreth s irs! ryV 2 ' | 
the blocd, Persons inthe habit of taking quinine will ffnd hese powders oy farthe most | witat Mr. Morison or Dr. Brandreth say about their «ils of Vegetable, but what 
efficacious tonic.—Prepared only by the proprietor, M.O. Wray, and also wholesale and retail medicine is really the best. 

at 118, Holbor-hili; 9, Agar-street, Strand Charing-cross Hospital) Barealy and Sons, 95, | 

Farringdon-street, Sutton, 10, Bow chureh-yard; Johnston, 68, Cornbill Sanger, 15@, That BRANDRETH’S PILL are the most direct purifiers of the blood, amd 


Creve res) and all respectable patent medicine venders in town and country. In pack-| therefore the best, there will be no doubt, when it is considered that they have 
ae ee a gained their present very extensive sale—uot by advertisement—but by their 
on . a as ee Ce ow de cee ae ~~ |ownintrinsic merits: and their universality is established by the fact, that their 

operation is more or lvss powerful, and according to the pureness of the circnlax 
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SG tor APress. ing fluid—for, if taken by a person who is ina fair state of hea!th, they are scarcely 
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let-—but,if taken by one suffering from disease, their operation would be powerful, 
| heid perhaps painful until the disease be conquered, or the system entirely under 


20, Cross Street, Hatton Garden. their influence; this accomplished, small doses, say two, three or four pills, there 


or four times a week, will soon effect a cure, even in the most inveterate cases. 





In consequence of the most unparalleled success, and the wonderfully increas - 


LETTER-PRESS PRINTING IN ALL’ ITS BRANCHES. GOLD | ing sale of BRANDRETH’S VEGETABLE PILL, her Majesty’s Honourable 
AND ORNAMENTAL PRINTING. Commissioners of Stamps have allowed the proprietor (by Senbane permission) te 
LITHOGRAPHIC DRAWING, WRITING AND PRINTING. have his name on the Government Label; and the public will observe that none 
ENGRAVING ON WOOD, COPPER, STEEL, AND ZINC. are genuine unless ‘*‘ GEO. HODGKINON, Aldersgate-street,” is engraved as 
ELGANT ORNAMENTAL BORDERS AND SHOW CARDS _ | the stamp—to counterfeit which is felony. 
FOR CEMISTS, PATENT MEDICINE VENDERS, ETC. In boxes at Is. 14, 29. 9d.; 4s. Gd., aad Ils, 
JAHES TURNER. , 
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ACES OF AMUSEMENT, 


May 20th, to 25th, 1839, 





THEATRE ROYAL ENGLISH OPERA 
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CiTy OF LONDON THEATRE. 


APOLLO SALOON. 

Yorkshire Stingo, New Road, Proprietor, Mr. Allen. 

Musical Entertainment Every Evening. A Favorite 
New Operatic Burletta, supported by the entire 
strength of the Establishment. Ballet Divertisement, 
and a variety of Singing and Dancing. A change of 
performance Every Evening. Commence at Seven. 
Admission Gentlemen, Refreshment Ticket Included, 
One Shilling, Ladies and Children 6d each, 





Duboure’s Museum, Windumill-st., Haymarket 


500 Automaton Figures! Lion and Horses ! by Signor 
Gagliardi, forming the following collection of Gtoups ;— 
Coriolanus, on the walls of Rome, with the Volseian 
Army, composed of upwards of 300 figures—Abd El 
Kader and the Emperor of Morocco—Canadian Insur- 
rectionists, Papineau, Mackenzie, &c.—Judith and 
Holiphere—The Avalanche—Earl of Leicesterand Amy 
Robsart—Androcles and the Lion—The Slave Market 
at Constantinople—Brigand’s Group, Fra Diavolo— 
Alice and Cora.— Open rom 11 in the morning till 11 
ateight, Saloon 1s. Gal. 6d. children half-price. 


NATIONAL ESTABLISHMENTS OPEN FREE TO THE PUBLIC. 


BRITISH MUSEUM. 





Published by W. STRANGE, 21, Paternoster-row, and sold by all Booksellers. 








GRECIAN SALOON, CITY ROAD: THEATRE ROYAL, DRURY LANE. 
Proprietor, Mr. T. Rouse. 


The Grounds and all the elegant Buildings attached to 
these superior piemises, also the Superb New Ball Room 
and the numerous advantages throughout this unique 
Establishment are thrown open to the Public, for the 
Summer Season. The surprising performances of the 
LEHMANN FAmILy, (The First Rope dancers in the 
world) will be submitted to the continued approval of 
patronage, on Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturday. 

Promenade and Vocal Concerts, by the two Seperat 
Bands, an excellentCompany of Vocalist with Ballet Dance 
by the Bolino Family, Vaudeville, &c. every Kveuing, 
Fireworks, Illuminations, Cosmoram’s, Fountains, Stat- 
uary and other Amusements, for which see Bills mere 


The whole under the direction of Mr. Raymond, — GARRICK TE EATRE 7 
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SADLER’S WELLS THEATRE. 


Three New Pieces,——The performances to commence 
with, for the first time, anew Melo-Dramatic Romance, 
called, The Court of Spain; or the Queen ofa Day. ‘The 
Characters by Messrs, Cathcart, J. Webster, Conquest, 
Elvin, C. Montgomery. J, W. Collier, Aldridge, (his 
first appearance) Williams, Broadfoot, Miss Richaidson, 
Mrs. J. F. Saville, Miss Pincott, and Mrs. R. Honner. 
To which will be added, a New Romantic Fairy Ballet 
Spectacle, to be called The Fairy Lake, or the Enchanted 
Veil; with new scenery, machinery, dresses, and decora- 
tiens. Albert of Wirtenberg, (a young German student), 
Mr. R. Honner; Fr.tz Von Foozleman, (his comrade) 
Mr. Conquest; Zileca, (the sylph of the lake,) Madlle. 
Wiber. In the course of the romance a great variety of 
dancing, by Mr. Montgumery, J. W. Collier, and Madile. 
Wiber. In the course of the Evening, Mr. Aldridge will 
sing the celebrated song of The Admiral. The whole 
to conclude with a Melo-Drama, entitled The Czar and 
the King, or the Fortress and the Mill. The Characters 
by Mr. J. Webster, Williams, Collier, Montgomery, 
Cathcart, Aldridge, Miss Pincott, and Miss Ricliardson. 


THEATRE BOYAL ADELPHI. 


THEATRE ROYAL MARY-LE-BONE 
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EXHIBITIONS. 





WATERLOO MODEL. 
Grand Model of the Battle of Waterloo, represented | MADAME TUSSAUD’S. 
by 190,000 Figures at the moment of Napoleon’s last| Bazaar, Bakerestreet. Portman- yne Shilliee 
Grand Struggle for Victory. Open from 10 till5, and 6 tili ; eee tes Fee ees ome Ting 


9 inthe Evening. Brilliantly Illuminated.—Admission ls Collection of full-lenglh models of the principal persox - 


e . ‘| ages of the former and present times. 
COLOSSEUM, REGENTS PARK. | Her Most Gracious Majesty, at the moment of Corone- 
Grand Picture of London covering a space of 46,000 tion, with the Court, is the newest and most attraetive 
feet Saloon of Arts—Conservatories, Swiss Cottages, | group—William the Fourth, Queen Adelaide, Lord 
Magnificent Waterfalls, Cumberland Picture Gallery of Durham, Greenacre, Corder, Robespiere. Open daily 
ancient and modern masters. Open from 10 till dark. | from 10 till 5, and in the evening brilliantly illuminated, 
Admission One Shilling. | A most popular Exhibition. Admission 1s, 
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BURFORD’S PANORAMA ss ADELAIDE GALLERY 














NATIONAL GALLERY, TRAFALGAR SQUARE. 
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Star Press, 20, Cross Street, Hatton Garden—JAMES TURNER, 








